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Dedicated to my Father 


Burgandy by Katharine Chason 


Burgandy 


Flame flickers. 
Dance 

to river’s tune. 
Ember glow 
reflects your eyes. 
I too 

Dance. 


Dawn 


Fairy soldiers 

Wipe gold dust sleep 
From timeless minds, 
Take rubied keys 
Unlock the drums 
That raise the sun. 


The Messenger 


Soft white 

Damp with dew amidst rustlings of dying winter. 
Chosen as messenger 

to a somnolent world he never really wanted. 
Harmless and helpless 

He submits to their will. 

His seeds of life are 

scattered in moonlight. 

Planted in hidden places 

They sprout great vines of mourning. 

He is gone with the dawn. 

Stinging nettles disguised in sunlit velvet green, 
born at morning. 

Nobody sees. 


Mockingbirds Sing All Night 


One early spring dawn 

The Creating One 

Whispered softly through the trees 
The secret meaning of life. 


Tinkling, 

Echos of piccolos 

Dance back and forth. 

Rising and falling, 

Like a butterfly 

In full moonlight through the cherry trees. 


Just listen! 
Can’t you hear? 
The mockingbird knows the secret. 


One Summer Morning 


Suspended 


On that elusive elliptical plane. 


Fragile eggshell beauty 
Mirrored in gold. 

Surface of polished glass, 
Rippled in smooth waves. 
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‘‘Shangri-La’”’ 


Far away thunder 

Stalks quivering stand. 

Droplets on green leaves, shining. 
Petals grow heavy, 

Heave under strain. 

Droplets shining, fall. 


Small child standing in the rain, 
Hands upheld in wonder. 
Warm droplets fall. 

The flower freshly plucked 
Small face shining 

Petals stained with new rain. 
Her unselfish offering. 


The storm far away now arriving, 
Droplets become rivers. 


The glory of the storm somehow frightening, 


Rainbow forgotten, 

Pot of gold shattered 
Small footprints remain, 
And the small flower 
Bleeding in the rain. 


The Spell of the Bacchae 


I 

Sunshine 

Streams yellow beams of malted barley, 
and they sit on blue clouds, 

float in blue sky. 

Warm sun, 

cold fermentation, 

intermingles with screams of happy children, 
brightly colored flowers. 

Fish and dogs 

splash in diamond-sparkled water. 

It flashes and beckons 

stretching like a cat 

on a warm afternoon. 

Notes from a lyre slightly out of tune, 
float on warm air, 

waver then disappear amidst buzzing 
that rises and falls. 

Spring music is everywhere! 

Sun, sky and water tunes, 

laughter tunes, 

bitter-foamed melodies. 


II 

Dionysus, the leader, 

jumps and dances 

carelessly wild and sensual, 

he prances naked, unashamed. 
Weaving through the crowd 
spells of spring sap, 

rising they jump and follow him 
across the meadow 

lake and sky. 

The fatted-calf roasts, 

wild with hunger they eye it. 
Sizzling, popping, hissing, 
flames lick bones. 

Tender muscle 

brown and tempting. 

One taste leads to gluttony. 
Seeing their wild-eyed hunger 
he offers one bite, 

then laughing, runs into the fields, 
they follow blindly. 


Hi 

The dark gypsy queen chases the sun 
over the horizon, 

anxious to join the dance. 

Sinful, lusty glowing eyes, 
glowing skin. 

Low-lying drapes of mists 

expose breasts heaving, 
beckoning, 

wet with perspiration. 

Loud multi-colored darkness 
combines with shades of amber 

to weave the spell. 

Now the wild-eyed children dance. 
Hair perfumed, 

strewn with flowers, 

weave like willows loose and free. 
They move in and out of the light 
shining, tempting, 

flowers flying. 


IV 

One by one 

dancers become weary. 
Tired of taunting emotions 
they fall in every darkened corner. 
Shadowed bodies intwined 
stimulate adrenaline, 
brought forth in emotion. 
Kiss. 

Rise and fall. 

Passion free and unabashed 
quietly quenched. 

Glowing in moonlight 

the night grows old. 
Dionysus, drunk 

holds the dark gypsy queen 
naked in his arms. 

They sleep 

spinning webs of dreams. 


The Proposai 


My dear... 
When [ asked 
You to marry 


[ only meant for 


one night. 
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Measure 306 


Name three adjectives which describe this song. 
Name three adjectives which describe this man. 
Words for hours 

Hours for adjectives. 

Years for composition. 

Blank faces in afternoon lull, 

Black words on white page. 

Trying to get by, 

Name three adjectives. 


Confiding Dreams 


Pieces of the heart 
Which are chipped away 
Remain vulnerable. 


Without the whole stone 

They can lose their value, 

Or, can be cut for 
separate ornaments. 


Remaining apart from the 
original meaning, 

The pieces which I chipped 
away for you, 

You cut me with. 
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The Front 


Sad eyes 

Courage can’t conceal tears. 
The dance arouses stored emotions, 
They awaken sleepy, 

Damp and dusty, 

Cuttingly real. 

Your smile exposed, 

The assailable crack 

soon to be broken. 

A brave front 

For a scared woman. 


Footpath 


Once, 

Pumpkins fat and gold, 
Wisps of wood smoke 
and old leaves, 

Made a path 


So we could go walking. 


Now, 

No rumpled footpaths 
Crease the gold 

of late autumn sun. 
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In October 


Leaves 

That danced through 
Summer sun, 

Now shiver in cold wind. 
Their weary branches moan 
Foreseeing coming winter. 
Slender threads 

Turn wrinkled bodies 

To face their last full moon. 
I look out and shiver. 
Death’s wind 

Rapping at my window 
Shrieks your name. 


Images 


Stark white impressions 

Press on me with aching time. 

God knows you suffice 

Your blank mind refracts timeless light, 
useless now. 
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For A Friend Gone Away 


Today you left. 

You closed the door 

Taking with you the key. 
Bewildered we sit. 

What word might have touched you, 
What we did or didn’t say? 

Today we lie 

In a deep black frozen hole, 

You live on. 


November 25th 


He arrived in nervous anticipation. 

In fact, he thought the time 

would never come. 

Tiny droplets ran down his forehead, 
his glass, 

Ice tinkled in his Scotch, 

Firelight reflected his eyes 

glittered, 

He sat alone. 

Just as he imagined all those times, 
He again rehearsed those feelings. 

His eyes searched along the paneled walls 
through the firelit illuminated cracks, 
warm, smoothly polished. 

Face dulled by heat and Scotch, 
Twelve white roses in a silver vase, 

all a part of his physical intoxication. 
He was there for that same old reason 
Skin as white as snow, 

as white as roses that reflect firelight. 
Moving in measured leaded steps 

he peers at eyes that glisten through mists. 
Clear as crystal of deep black lakes, 
those eyes shot daggers, 
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shot torches. 

Firelight reflecting droplets 

He was in love with their sting. 

Again he was drawn to the brightness, 

The faces with no voices, 

and glistening eyes. 

his own reflection 

Droplets on silver; 

Just as quickly as he tried to touch them, 

they disappeared like words, like old deep wounds 
that wouldn’t heal, 

and wouldn’t go away. 

It was a part of his whole being now 

that wound... 

It was that place he kept sticking the knife, 
perhaps just to feel the blood warmly flowing down his thighs. 
Did he really love 

or did he love the memory of loving? 

Whatever it was he loved, he loved again and again, 
Always coming to the same realization 

that it was only love of the dream. 

To surrender would be to live that dream, 

(Life erases dreams) 

Evaporate into warm firelight. 
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Genesis 


Drift 

Through seas of planes 

Flaming, making hot the night, 
Polar intensity of white cold light. 
Between mountaintops and valleys 
Turbulent energy churns 

In pure primordial form. 
Indistinguishable 

In this void 

Is everything and nothing. 

I see your face, 

Through multi-prisomed eyes. 
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Duel 


Circle 

Thrust and parry, 

Clash with jagged edges, 

Wind fencing with naked winter 
Old leaves. 


Icon 


Chiseled 
Molded 
Chipped to perfect shape, 


Muscles ripple through skilled hands. 


On the pedestal 

A gift of timeless beauty. 
Cold marble burns. 
Carefully chiseled eyes 
Reveal nothing. 

Smooth as frozen lakes 
On a winter morning. 
Suspended 

No spark touched that frozen heart. 
Object of desire 

Of beauty, 

Forever silent, 

Severed from the creator 
Contains no love. 
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Sunday Afternoon Thunder 


I will always think of you 

Sunday afternoon thunder, 

Dusk and rain, 

Crazy eyes 

How much of this will time erase? 

I often wonder where you are 

Were you ever with me at all? 

Time will tell. 

Time is what you need. 

Time. 

Everyone demands to have a part of you, 
The cracks in you grow wide. 

You threaten to break in my hands. 
Such struggles between child and man! 
You are neither 

And both. 

I won’t be near when you are set free 
It will be just you alone. 

Man 

Evolved. 

Only then will you know what you need 
Only then will you be free. 

The storm subsides. 
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The fresh air and sunlight pulsing through 
these poems promise a truly marvelous energy. 
And the poems deliver, without mannerism, 
without ploy, they do deliver. 


—Heather Ross Miller 
on SPECTRA by Beth Edwards 


